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clamoured loudly: seeing that river reminded me of a
fishing companion, Dr. HaUy-Smith.
I had heard that he was a very famous dentist in Paris,
but had always associated him with a fishing-rod rather
than with forceps* And luckily I caught him the day
before he sailed for a two-months' lecture tour in America.
His opening remark: "Well, well—this isn't as good as
sitting by a Normandy stream waiting for the mayfly to
come up. We'll soon have you right," restored all my
confidence, and put me in the right mood for the major
operation to which I was about to submit myself, that of
taking out a girl from a finishing school. Camels may
have a job to get through the eyes of needles: equally
difficult is the task for the average male of entering such
an establishment. Mademoiselle is rightly suspicious, and
you must pass a stern oral examination before taking her
charges "round the town/'
On this occasion my arrival at the massive iron gates
of the hotelparticulier filled me with fear. Disapproving
glances seemed to be framed in the windows, and a dog
growled angrily as I approached the porch.
However, inside all was friendly* I found Made-
moiselle's secretary most helpful, and after a slight
dissertation on the works of Marcel Proust and his habit
of always wearing long white gloves with evening clothes,
and a hint that I was received almost en famille by most
of the Faubourg-Saint-Germain, I sallied forth with my
sub-debutante and her American girl-friend of equally
virginal status to Montparnasse and the Gaston Baty
Theatre. They perked up at the thought of seeing Madame
Bovary, nor did this Gallic classic neglect to conduct us in
each scene either to a bedroom or a couch.
Marguerite Jamois, who acted beautifully in the title

